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AN EXTRAORDINARY ADVERTISEMENT. 
To be confulted on all important vccafons, from nine 
till two each day, at No. 9 Hemmings Row. 


Count Biboni, 
TLEXOGRAPHER Hiftoriagrapher, and Philologer; 
oracle of Editors, Dramatic Cenfor, and of courfe free 
at all the Theatres, Mirror of Rhetoricians, Logician 
and darling of the Mufes, Peerlefs penetrator of Mytti- 
cal Profundity, Syftematical inveftegator of Occult 
Sciences, The ultimate umpire and folemn appeal in all 
Controverfies, Original promulgator of modern Inven- 
tions, and Philofophical Improvements; Whether 
Pra@tical, Experimental, or Theoretical; Honorary 
member freely admitted to, and correfponding with 
all the moft famous Univerfities, and feminaries in the 
learned World; Protector of the republic of Letters; 
Reviewer of Reviewers, and Beadle of Parnaffus; 
Scourge of Grubean Authors; Pilfering Playwrights; 
Plagiarifts, and Poetafters; Mafter of more arts and 
Scientific diftinétions than are to be found in the ti- 
tle pages of the Rival Cyclopzdias; Licenfed dealer 
in the dead and living Languages; Literary frame 
work knitter; Weaver of words, and Haberdafher of 


Syllables, cum multis. Fe. Fe. 
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4 DEFENCE OF THE STAGE. 





ns GuILTy creatures fitting at a Play, have 
* by the very cunning of the fcene been ftruck fo to 
“ the foul, that prefently they have proclaimed their 
** malefactions”—So fays the immortal bard, to con- 
vince what prevalence a well regulated fcene, or fpeech 
has on the mind, and how much it tends toward the 
general benefit or reformation of fociety.—Indeed 
nothing can be more certain than that example is the 
ftrongeft, and moft effectual manner of enforcing 
the precepts of wifdom.—The Theatre can boaft one 
peculiar advantage to every rifing generation, for in 
that humanizing and inftru€tive academy, the young 
SpeClator may learn the manners of the world, with- 


out running through the peri/s of it. 


Ir is very well known to the learned, that the 
Athenians went to an unlimited expence for the fup- 
port of their Theatres, and that often from their Poets 
they chofe Governors of their provinces, Generals of 


their armies, and guardians of their /iderties —The di- 


Cc 











2 THESPIAN ORACLE; 


vine Socrates affifted Euripides in moft of his compo- 
fitions; the wife Selon frequented Plays to his lateft 
hour; and Plutarch informs us he thought Plays of 
vaft utility in forming public manners, and inftilling 
the principles of virtue and juftice.—Le/ius improved 
his focial hours with Terence.—Czfar who was an 
excellent Poet as well as orator always mentioned Te- 
rence, Menander and their Dramatic works with infi- 
nite warmth and admiration.—Brutus (the moral Bru- 
tus) thought his time nut mifpent in a Journey from 
Rome to Naples to fee an exceilent company of Co- 
medians, and afterwards fent them to Rome with re- 
commendations to Cicero, by whom Rocius (the prin- 
cipal a¢tor) was fo careffed and dignified, as to obtain 


a place in the Senate.— 


Bur to come nearer our own time the truly pi- 
ous and learned Arch-Bifhop Tillotfon fpeaks of plays 
in the higheft ftrains of Panegyric.—* He allows 
“* them not only to be innocent and diverting but truly 
“ ufeful and infiruéive; he fays they are fo framed and 


. 


conftructed as to put many follies and vices out of 
“© countenance, which cannot be fo decently reproved, 
“ nor fa effectually expofed and corrected any other 
“* way.” © Therefore let the players be well ufed; for 


‘ they are the abftract and brief chronicle of the 


* times’— 
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ODE TO THE MEMORY OF SHAKESPEARE. 





O, FOR thy own immortal mufe of fire, 


By God and nature kindled high! 

Let thy celeftial flame my foul infpire, 
And lift my genius to the fky: 

Above all mortal flight fublime to foar, 


Where Greece and Rome are feen no more; 


Where nature’s utmoft bounds are paft, 
Beyond creation’s out-ftretch’d line; 
That world of wonders all is thine, 

Thy laurel there fhall iaft! 

‘Where Homer’s fancy never flew, 
Beyond the reach of Virgil’s view; 
Which, ev’n mighty Milton faintly knew: 
Though, next to thee unmatch’d he ’rofe 
On revelation’s wing :— 

The gates of fate thy hand wide throws, 
And marfhals up the phantoms there, 
From Tartarus thefe fhades to bring: 
Thefe forms condens’d of painted air; 
With fentiment and language fraught: 
No mortal elfe but thou e’er taught! 

O Shakefpeare, fon of fame! 

Belov’d by earth and heav’n! 


Britannia glories in thy envied name: 
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To thee the richeft palm was giv’n, 
Which nature’s bofom ever bore, 


Such happy growths fhe’ll yield no more! 


On Avon’s banks it grew 
There fprung aloft to Europe’s wond’ring eye, ‘ yr : 
Refrefh’d by heav’n’s indulgent dew, 
Without the tardy aid of art, 

Its fragrance, fills th’ expanded fky, ‘ 
Elates the foul,—and melts the feeling heart. 
Hail Avon! happy fcene! 

Forever rich, forever green, 

Where Shakefpeare firft beheld the light: > 
The Attic bird that moment took its flight, 

And left Ulyfles’ fong refounding fhore, 

To Avon’s banks the warbler fprung, 

There, from a laurel joyful fung, ‘a 
Th’ immortal bard was born! 


On that aufpicious happy morn, 





That over Sophocles fhould foar, 

And leave all Greece and Rome behind 
As far, as Philomelas’ fong, 

Excels the vulgar feathered throng; 
‘The firft of human kind! 


‘ , adil : ' 
The mufes there their pinions fpread, ; 


Caftalian dews around him fhed, 
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The graces crown’d his infant head, 

And genius wav’d his wings, 

The fwans of Avon tow’r on high, 

They carrol to the vaulted fky, 

And ftretch their raptur’d throat: 

The fairies from the neighb’ring hills, 

From deep wrought mines, and rifted rills, 

Came dancing all around: 

Black forcery up tore the ground, 

The witches waited there, 

With all the demons of the air, 

Pale ghofts came treoping from the tomb: 

Aftonifh’d nature gave them room: 

She faw herfelf outdone, 

By her too potent fon. 

Her cabinet to him fhe foon difclos’d: 

To him her fecret wealth expos’d-which he alone 

could fee, 

Now England’s Rofcius keeps the key, 

Uplocks the treafures of great Shakefpeare’s foul, 

And wafts their mutual praife from pole to pole*. 

* This fublime piece of poetry (never before publifbed) 
was written by Fones the author of the Earl of Effex and fent 
to Mr. Garrick juft before the jubilee at Stratford was cele- 
brated, it is painful to relate that Mr. Garrick never acknow- 
ledged the receipt of the Ode, how much he was enamoured 


with it, may be eafily feen by comparing it with Garrick’s Ode 
to the jubilee. 
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I - ORIGINAL ANECDOTE 





Pg } OF SHAKESPEARE, BEN ¥OHNSON AND ALLEN THE ACTOR. 
f 
t 


fi t EDWARD Atxew, the Rofcius of Shake- 
fpeare’s time was on the moft friendly footing with our 


oe es 


admired Poet as well as Ben Johnfon.—They had a 
club at the Globe Tavern near where the Theatre 

then ftood, and-it need not be told that the convivi- ' 
/ al hours of fuch a party muft not only be pieafing 
| but profitable, indzed to ufe Lord Littleton’s language 
“it was the feaft of reafon and the flow of foul,” for 

M theirs were fuch pleafures as might well bear the re- 


ii } fle€tion of the morning. 


To prove the excellence of Mr. ALLEwas a 
) great actor, (for he has left behind a fufficient tefti- Y 
| mony of his being a great man*,) the following let- 


ter from Mr. G. Peet a Dramatic Poet who belong’d 





to the club muft be highly gratifying to Dramatic ad- 





miirers. 


* Though at that early period of the Englifh Drama, Allen 
became immenfely rich from the profit of his labours.—He 
retired from the {tage fome time before his final exit, and du- 

: ring his recefs not only built but endowed that wonderful , \ 
‘ } ftructure Dullwich College, beneath whofe ample roof fome 
ney thoufands of the wretched have found relief.—Pofterity now 
finiles upon the beauteous fabrick, and muft to after ages re- 
vere the a@or and regard the man. 


~———— Ja, eee 
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“ Frienp Manze, I muft defire that my fifter’s 
Watch, and the Cookery Book may be’fent by the 
man.—lI never long’d for thy company more than 
laft night, we were all very merry at the club, and 
Ned Allen did not fcruple co affirm pleafantly to 
our friend Will Shakefpeare that he had ftolen 
Hamlet’s advice to the actors from converfations ma- 
ny-fold which had pafs’d between them, and opini- 
ons given by Allen touching the fubjeé&t, Shake- 
{peare did not feem to take this in good fort, but 
Ben Johnfon put an end to the bufinefs, by wittily . 
remarking.—This affair needeth no contention you 
ftole it from Allen no doubt, do not marvel havn't 


you feen him a times out of number. 


Yours &c. G. PEEL.” 


SucH a compliment though but one fentence from 


fuch a critic as Ben Johnfon fwells to a volume of 


praife, but Johnfon was not fingular in his opinion 


for Dr. Fuller in his worthies fays, “ Allen could 


make any part, efpecially a mageftic one, become 


him.—” And Sir Richard Baker in his chronicle, cou- 


ples Allen with Burbage in the following encomium.— 


They were two fuch actors as no age muft ever look 


to 


fee the like. 
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GONSTITUTIONAL SONG OF THE STRANGERS AT 
HOME, CONSISTING OF A CATALOGUE OF 


jPlaps and srarces, 








I. 


Dick Ranter the fpouter, a king at quotation, 


To elope with Mifs Kitty receiv’d invitation; 
Her letter ran thus, 4// the World is a Stage, 
So fay What you will—'tis Bon Ton, to engage. 
II. 
Dick f{natch’d up a pen, overjoy’d at the tatk, 
And thus he replied, My {weet Virgin Unmafk'd, 
Trip to Scotland, you want, but fhould I be inclin’d, 
The Critic now afks, would you Know your own Mind. 
Ill. 
The Comedy of Errors, might fallin our way, 
Reparation might Bellow, or Duelliff flay ; 
Love for Love tho’ enchanting it may not laft long, 
And The Grey Beards would tell us we’re All in the 


wrong. 
IV. 


But jutt As you like it without Much ado, 
Ways and Means we will find, to fee fam’d Fontain- 
bleau; 


A Bold Strcke, Neck or nothing, Dick Ranter’s your man, 


There’s More ways than one, fo Stop tim whe can. 
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v 
My Belles Stratagem’s good, yet Contrivances find, 
The Hypocrite play, your Duenna to blind; 
This Elopement a Clandeftine Marriage thall ’gage, 
Whilft fnug we'll enjoy all the gig of The Rage: 
vi. 
She wou'd and fhe wou'd not, Vil ne’er fay of you, 
The Romance of an Hour, you ne’er had in view; 
The Romp, not The Fool, your intent has difplay’d, 
Therefore Mi/s in her Teens thall not die The Old Maid: 
vil. 
The Pofitive Man will bet high we're undone, 
While Adventurers as Chances will take Ivo to One; 
Scheol for Scandal will ftate in The Lyar’s gazette, 
Three weeks after Marriage, A wife to be let. 

VIII. 
Duplicity’s rock, Fuft in Time, will I thun, 
And from Gameffer’s and all their vile tricks will I run} 
In their deep Road to Ruin I never will halt, 
But ftill bear in mind Every one has his fault. 

IX. 
The way to get Magried, ’tis plain you have found, 
Yet Maids as they Are, all my fenfes confound; 
By Wives 25 they were,. fix your drefs and your mind, 
And 4 Cure for the Heart-Ach we ever fhall find. 


D 
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x. 
Our Choleric Fathers will melt and grow mild, 
When The Padlock of hymen fecures The Spoil’t Child; 
And The Wags with Odd Ditties will new tune their 
throats, 
When the fweet Child of Nature has fown her Wild 
Oats. 

xt. 
Man and Wife we muft never Crofs Purpofes play, 
Left Separate Maintenance lead us aftray; 
Tis The Way of the World, Reprifals to make, 
But avoid Lover's Quarrels, they’re all from Miftake. 

XII. 
At the foft Midnight Hour, Pll wait your approach, 
In a chaife for Ide Heire/s, Uhate the Stage Coach; 
Wedding Ring thall be ready, and P'// tell you what, 
A Word to the Vife, we’ rehearfe Tit for tat. 

xIII. 
The Agrecable Surprize you fhall often obtain; 
But of Love’s Labour /of?, you mult never complain; 
Nor chide the IJnconffant, fometimes fhould he roam, 
To the laugh fong and glee of The Strangers at Home.* 

Derry Down. 


* This fociety was founded in the year 1793, at the Gar- 
rick’s head in Bow Street, and eclipfed every club in London, 
(the Beef Steak excepted) for wit, harmony, regularity, and 
confequence; it confilted of thirty members, each of whom 
could afka vifitor. Such was the rage to vifit the club, that 
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CONSTITUTIONAL SONG 
OF THE UNION CLUB Sr. JAMES’. 
Tune—The moment Aurora, &c. 


WHuie difcord triumphant reigns half oe’r 
the globe, 
And parties ftill ftruggle for liberty’s robe, 
One union we boaft where great fouls all agree: 
To die for their country—Yet feel themfelves free, 
With minds independant each brother and friend, 
Vow that pleafure and peace is their ultimate end. 
Come away, Come away, 


The Union’s great boaft is our freedom Huzza. 


II. 
At our union’s fam’d motto “ wife merry and free,” 
Old time tips the wink and he chuckles with glee: 
Then gaily Life’s gammut improve while in prime, 


And with mufical glafles give rapture to time, 


the landlord often declared he had been offered a guinea for a 
ticket after the club was completed as to number. A right 
reverend gentleman, was by permiffion of the committee, bale 
lotted for as Chaplain to the fociety.—The late Dr. Kennedy 
as Phyfician to the fociety; and Mr. O*Keef as Poet Laurcat ; 
but failing to write the Conftitutional Song in time, the above 
was written at a few houts notice by Mr. BERNARD. 


The founders of this club were Mr. C. Bannifter, Mr. Wil- 
fon, Mr. Blanchard, Mr. Incledon, Mr. Aiken, Mr. Suett, 
Mr. Dignum, Mr Bernard and Mr. FENNELL. 
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Who fwears that if death ever aims at our hearts, 
With bumpers he’l bribe him, and hide all his darts. 


Come away, &c. 


IIt. 
Here the dark bird of rancour no hoarfe leffon fings, 
Nor fcandal’s pledg’d brood, e’er expand their rude 

wings, 

Here harmony fhelters—and fympathy’s fhield, 
Shall blunt every fhift that weak follycan wield; 
No laugh, pun or joke, fhall our motto offend, 
Nor fatire’s keen barb wound the breaft of a friend. 


Come away, &c. 


Iv. 
May old England our Bee-Hive with fweets cull’d 
from all, 
Not long, (waging war) change its honey for gall, 
May conteft fubfide and fad anarchy ceafe, 
And freedom’s fweet {mile crown each manfion of 
peace, 
May difcord’s dire enfign no more be unfurl’d, 
But union difplay her bright flag o’er the world. 


Come away, &c. 























OR MONTHLY MIRROR. 13 
THE COCK AND THE STALLION. 


A FABLE 





As Chanticleer once took his rounds, 
He pafs’d a ftable door; 
Where ftallion fierce who fpurn’d his bounds, 


The pavement rudely tore. 


He neigh’d and paw’d, while ginger breed 
Swift in at window flew; 

And {trutting round the mettled fteed, 
Cry’d cock a doodle do. 


Tue high bred horfe with foaming mien 
And plunge might fhake the world, 

Litter and cock with proud difdain 
Againft the wall he hurl’d. 


Buriep in dung, cries Chanticleer, 
I fay my noble brother, 
Thus cribb’d in fpace let us take care, 


We kick not one another. 


THE Moral is plain, with fuperiors né’er vie, 
Left you like the cock, in foul litter foon lie. 
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THE QUESTION. 


A SONNET. 


ADDRESSED TO AN AMERICAN LADY. 


_-—_ 
—_—_——— 






CaN the willow, ah fay doft thou think, 


Harm the ftream by a kifs as it bends, 
Or that zephyr faluting the pink: 


uy its fordnefs annoys or offends. 


The poor pilgrim as pafling a rofe, 
On his ftaff leans the fenfe to regale, 
If a kifs fhould his gratitude clofe: 
Would a tint of its brightnefs grow pale. 


The bee from the bean flow’r flies, 
And bears the rich load to his cell, 
No eye can perceive the loft prize: 


“Lis impair’d not in beauty or fmell. 


Then fhould Strephon e’er purloin a kifs, 
Woul’d it rob thofe dear lips of a charm, 
Or could Lucy repine at a blifs: 


That can neither impoverifh or harm. 
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ELEGY 
ON THE LATE GENERAL SMALL, 


A well known charaéer in America. 





In foft foothing ftrains ply the lute, 
Attend every co-mate that’s dear ; 
While difcord and envy ftand mute, 
Let virtue o’er worth fhed a tear, 
Our foldier was gen’rous and brave, 
His heart was devoid of all guile, 
His frowns only fell on the knave, 
The good ever fhar’d in his {mile. 
He’s gone, He’s gone. 


Sweet fympathy moulded his heart, 
Truth triumph’d and call’d it her throne; 
He bleffings benign did impart, 
Benevolence hail’d him her own, 
The virtues all dwelt in his mind, 
The graces all mov’d in his train, 
With manners correét and refin’d, 
He ne’er ’till he dy’d gave a pain. 


He’s gone, He’s gone. 


Ye friends who fo well knew his worth, 
Ye ftrangers who lift to this tale, 
For once welcome fadnefs to mirth, 


Let friendfhip’s fine feelings prevail : 
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Let the tear gliften ftill in each eye, 
Let honeft report guard his fame, 
Let the heart find relief in a figh, 


Whilft memoiy dwells on his name. 
He’s gone, He’s gone. 





SONG. 
NEW SOMEBODY. 
To beg one boon, or breathe one vow, 
Pd mountains pafs, or oceans plow, 
Extreameft dangers brave with glee: 


To catch one glimpfe of someBopy. 
OF SOMEBODY, &c. 


Arabia’s burning fands I'd tread, 
Nor foe fhould fright nor clime give dread, 
The footftep print alone to fee: 


Of nature’s boaft dear somEeBopy. 


Should fhe embark with placid gale, 
Each cliff ’'d climb e’en Alps I'd fcale, 


And pant with pleafing toil to fee, 


The bark that bore dear somEBOopY. 


But if deny’d the blifs to fhare, 
Of anxious hope, love, joy or care, 
Time brtak the Glafs fet up for me, 


Life’s only life with somEBopy. 
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A LETTERS 


* 
r2om A ONGH Geéenr TD YORE, TO THE H0- 
NORABLE Mr. —— 


OF SOMERSETSHIRE. 








Tue various paflions that agitated my dif- 
tracted foul have fubfided, and Iam now calm. I am a- 
lone, and in no danger of interruption ; the infignificants 
that fluttered around me are fled, and their departure 
gives me no uneafinefs. I am now at leifure to confider 
what I have been, and what Iam; admired, applaud- 
ed, courted, avoided, defpifed and pitied. However 
when I take a view of my own heart, the profpect is 
lefs gloomy, I have been incautius, but not czbandoned, 
indifcreet, but not vicious; faulty, but not depraved. 
If female virtue confifts (as I have fometimes been 
told) in female reputation, my virtue is indeed gone; 
but if as my better reafon teaches, virtue be indepen- 
dent on human opinion, I feel myfelf its ardent votary, 
and my heart is pregnant with its nobleft principles. 
The children of ignorance cannot, and the children 
of malevolence will not comprehend this; but I court 
not their approbation, nor fear their cenfure. My 
foul, it muft be owned, was formed of fenfibility, 


formed for all the luxury of the tender paflions; but 


it is equally true, that the fevereft delicacy had ever a 
E 








33 TMESPIAN ORACLE, 


place there: the. groves of M————.- can witnefs that 
whenever the loves ptefided at the banquet, the graces 
were not abfent; that in the very delirium of pleafure, 
the rapture was chaftened, and the tranfport reftrained. 
My underftanding was never made procurer to my 
fonder wifhes, nor did I ever call in the wretched aids 
of a f{ceptical and impious philofophy to countenance 
my unhappy fall. Though nature was my goddefsand my 
law-giver, I never dreamt of appealing from the de- 
cifions of pofitive Inftitutions. My principles were un- 
corrupted whilft my heart was warm, and if I fell as 
awoman, yet you know at the fame time that I fell like 
Czxfar, with decent dignity. I write not to juftify my- 
felf to you; you defire not, you déeferve not any fuch 


juftification, but whilft I lay open my heart, I defire 


you to examine your own, the hour of reflection fel- 
dom comes too foon: and what mutt your fenfations be, 
when yourecolleét that you have violated all laws divine 
and human, broken through every principle of virtue, 
and every tie of humanity; that you have offered an 
infult to the kind genius of hofpitality, the benevolent 
fpirit of good neighbourhood, and the facred and dig- 
nified powers of friendfhip? Imean not to reproach 
you, but fuffer me to afk, was it not fufficient that you 
had added my name to the lift of your infamous tri- 


umphs, deprived me of my father, my all of comfort, 
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fand bafenefs of 


and my all of hope: were not thefe thingg/ll fay fufficient 
without adding to ‘nll cana 

publicly {peaking of me in the ftreets of Y——, in lan- 
guage that a gentleman would not have ufed to the vi- 
left wanton that ever breathed the infected air of Saint 


Clements; weak unhappy man, I am now indeed afham- 


ed of my defeat. 


For myfelf I am well aware that the world is not 
my friend nor the world’s law, I expect not, I defire 
not its favor, it never forgives offences of this kind: 
my own fex, in particular, isinexorable; for never did 
female kindnefs fhed a tear of genuine commiferation 
on misfortunes like mine. The infolent familiarity of 
fome, and the cautious referve of others, the affe&ted 
concern, the felf approving condolence, fufficiently 
convince me what is the friendfhip of woman. But I 
have no anxiety on this account; the remainder of my 
daysI give to folitude, and if Heaven will hear my moft 
ardent prayer, if my prefaging heart, and declining 
ftrength deceive me not, this remainder will not be 
long; fifter angels fliall with joy receive me into their 
happy choirs, though my too virtuous fifters of this 
world avoid my company as contagious. In the mean 
time never fhall the returning fun gild the roof of my 


humble habitation, but I will drop a tear of deep repen- 
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tance to the fatal indifcretion that robbed me of my 
peace, and plunged a whole family into mifery: and 
when the hour of my delivery comes, if an offended 
parent will but take me in his arms and pronounce me 
forgiven, my heart fhall again be fenfible of comfort, 


joy fhall once more fparkle in the eyes of 


ELIZ A.—— 





EPITAPH 


Intended for ihe facetious F. HEART RY, Comedian, whe 
died of a confumption. 


BENEATH thefe ftones, 
Are laid the bones, 
The bowels and the hide— 
Good lack: 


The ficth they fay, 


Had ran away, 


Some time before he died— 
Poor Jack. 








my 
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FPIZAPH 
ON MRS. POPE) 


LATE OF COVENT GARDEN THEATRE, 





Cost clof’d are the lids which by magic 


feem’d fring’d, 
Clos’d and pallid the lips which with coral were ting’d, 


Clay cold is the heart where fat virtue enthron’d: 
And lifelefs the hand that dear elegance own’d, 
Mute is melody’s tongue that attention thought dear, 
And the arch brow of beauty now nervelefs lies here : 
When the mandate came down to demand her on high, 


The fates bore her off with a tear and a figh. 





EPITAPH 
On JONATHAN PAIN, formerly a Wag of the Bath Theatre 


UST here lies lamented the manes of Pain, 
Bereft of what’s giddy, wild, thoughtlefs or vain: 
Of Pain who was pleafure’s gay fon thro’ the year, 
But for Pain pleafure droops, and fhe now fheds a tear. 
In autumn Pain wither’d, in winter Pain died, 
For Summer’s* fweet funthine to Pain was denied: 
A Dart from grim death enter’d Pain’s honeft breatt, 
And a Dart of Religion confign’d him to reft. 


* Mifs Summers of the Bath Theatre was fuppofed to be 
the innocent occafion of his death, as her friends would not 
confent to the matchh—The Reverend Mr. Dart attended 
Pain in his illnefs, and did his funeral duty. 
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EPITAPH 
ON AN OLD SAILOR. 








BENEATH the roaring Weftern wave, 
Are funk the limbs of Jack the brave; 
A joliier Tar was never mov’d, 
His killin fight he often prov’d. 
In hotteft work he lov’d to join, 
In feats of death, he’d all outfhine ; 
Yet tho’ fo great a friend to death, 
He clapp’d a ftopper on Jack’s breath— 
Stove in his lights, his foul unhing’d, 
3ecaufe he thought his power infring’d; 
Then threw his carcafe to that flood, 
Jack’s arm fo oft had ftain’d with blood. 





SONNET TO SLEEP. 


Sorr Sleep! thou child of filense and of night, 
Yet parent wild of {weet illufive forms; 
Yielding fuch joys, as fhun the morning’s light, 
When fierce defire my glowing bofom warms: 
And pleas’d I fnatch th’ imaginary kifs, 


Anticipating oft ftill greater blifs. 


Qince ev'ry heart but mine now takes repofe, 


While Fancy’s wanton fprites their revels keep; 
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Grant my requeft, my weditied eye-lids clofe, 

And fhade me with thy wings,Q gentle Sleep! 
And fhould:my heated brain ther fondly dream, 
Let kind complying beauty be the theme. 


Ler that bright form appear on which I doat, 
Bring it, O Sleep! but kindly to my view; 

Breathing thofe fighs that conftant love denote, 

r a And can with eafe my thrilling foul fubdue: 

And while fuch pleafing dreams my nights employ, 


Pil patient wait for more fubftantial joy. 





SKETCH OF THE CHARACTER OF 
Gr. Bernard. 





{ y M*. BERNARD was born in Portfmouth, 
(England,) and was defigned by his father, who was 

a lieutenant in the Britifh navy, for the fame profefli- 

on, but an early and inconquerable predile€tion for 

the ftage by inducing him to join an itinerant the- 

atrical corps, fruftrated the purpofe of his parents. 

—It would be needlefs, and by no means intereft- 

ing to detail the various places at which he perform- 

| ed for fome feafons. - After being noticed at Norwich 
he was invited to Bath, together with his wife 


' whom he had juft matried, with handfome falaries, 


Ee 5 
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